Chapter XII; Somerset Marches
BY Saturday, June the 13th, the ships were unloaded, the
arms and ammunition were landed and hundreds of miners,
weavers, quarrymen and labourers had come in to the
little town of Lyme, Three regiments, the Blue, Yellow
and White were formed, and each day brought new
recruits. Mr Dare, who had landed at Seatown, returned
from his inland expedition with forty horse and news
that the Somerset Militia held Taunton and hindered a
rising there- Taunton was Dare's native town, and he
returned to camp riding a fine horse, the gift of one of his
friends, possibly Mr Prideaux of Ford Abbey.
That evening the Duke had planned a sally on Bridport,
and given the joint command of it to Lord Grey and Fletcher
of Saltoun, The latter was a soldier who had seen foreign
service, and probably the best officer in Monmouth's army.
He had noted Mr Dare's splendid charger, and he considered
as a superior officer that he had a right to commandeer it for
his own use. Dare, who was a common, rough fellow, did
not understand military etiquette, and told his superior
officer what he thought of him in plain Dorset. Fletcher
listened to this with contempt, but when the angry fellow
raised a cane to strike him, he took a pistol from his belt and
shot him dead*
Dare's son had come in with the new levies, and rushed
to Monmouth with a demand for the punishment of his
father's assassin. It was a terrible event to have happened
on the threshold of such an expedition* Moamouth might
have pardoned Fletcher and retained a good officer, but had
he done so the Somerset men would have gone back to their
homes* For" Old Dare," as the men of the West called him
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